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MISTER KORBES 


Ox time there was a little hen and a little 
cock who wanted to make a trip together. 
The little cock built a beautiful wagon that had 
four red wheels and was pulled by four mice. 
The little hen sat on the wagon beside the little 
cock and they traveled forth. They hadn’t 
traveled far when a cat appeared and said, 
“Where are you going?” The little cock an- 
swered: 
“We’re going out to Mr. Korbe’s house.” 
“Take me with you,” said the cat. The little 
cock answered, “Alright, sit down in the back, 
so that you won’t fall off in front of the wagon.” 
We shall take care 
that the red wheels don’t make us dirty 
The wheels scatter dirt 
The mice squeal 
All the way 
to Mr. Korbes’ house. 


Next came a millstone, then an egg, then a 
duck, then a pin, and finally a needle; and all 
of them got in the wagon together and travel- 
ed on, with the little hen, the little cock, and 
the little cat. But when they came to Mr. Forbes’ 
house, he wasn’t there. The mice pulled the 
wagon into the barn, the little cock flew with 
the little hen up to the perch, the cat sat by 
the fireside, the duck sat in the bush beside 
the well, the egg rolled up in a towel, the pin 
stuck in the cushion of a stool, the needle stuck 
in the pillow on the bed, and the millstone lay 
in front of the door. Then Mr. Korbes came 
home. He went to the fireside and wanted to 
make a fire, but the cat threw ashes in his face. 
He wanted to dry off with the towel, but the 
egg rolled and smashed against him, and 
egg stuck in his eye. He then wanted just to 
rest, and sat on his stool, and was stuck by the 
pin. He fell into a rage and threw himself on 
his bed, but when his head hit the pillow, the 
needle stuck him. With that he began raving 
and wanted to run out into the world. But when 
he got to the front door the millstone sprang 
up and struck him dead. Mr. Korbes must have 
been a very mean man. 


THE GIRL FROM BRAKEL 


here once was a girl from Brakel near the 
St. Anne’s Chapel below Hinnenborg, and 
because there was a man that she wanted, she 
went to the chapel and sang: 
O holy St. Anne 
Help me get my man 
You know him very well 
He lives near Suttmerdore, 
His name is Hore, 
You know him very well. 


The chapel-keeper was standing behind the 
altar and heard this, and he replied in a terrible 
voice, “You will not get him, you will not get 
him!” The girl thought that it was Jesus stand- 
ing beside His mother who had spoken to her. 
The girl became very angry and replied, Pep- 
perleppep! You dumb lead-head, shut your 
mouth and let your mother talk!” 
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